6                                               Autobiography of a Yogi
" 'Bhagabati, you are too hard on your employee!' His
voice was resonant in our astounded ears. He vanished
as mysteriously as he had come. On my knees I was ex-
claiming. 'Lahiri Mahasaya! Lahiri Mahasaya!' For a
few moments your father was motionless with stupefac-
tion.
** "Abinash, not only do I give you leave, but I give
myself leave to stan for Benares tomorrow. 1 must know
this great Lahiri Mahasaya, who is able to materialize
himself at will in order to intercede for you! I will take
my wife and ask this master to initiate us in his spiritual
path. Will you guide us to him?*
4k *Of course.' Joy filled me at the miraculous answer to
my prayer, and the quick, favourable turn of events.
"The next evening your parents and I entrained for
Banaras. Reaching there on the following day, we took
a horse cart for some distance, then had to walk
through narrow lanes to my guru's secluded home.
Entering his little parlour, we bowed before the master,
enlocked in his habitual lotus posture. He blinked his
piercing eyes and levelled them on your father. 'Bhaga-
bati, you are too hard on your employee!' His words were
the same as those he had used two days before in the
grassy field. He added, *I am glad that you have permit-
ted Abinash to visit me, and that you and your wife have
accompanied him.'
*Tp their joy, he initiated your parents in the spiritual
practice of Kriya Yoga.* Your father and I, as brother
disciples, have been close friends since the memorable
day of the vision. Lahiri Mahasaya took a definite in-
terest in your own birth. Your life shall surely be linked
with his own: the master's blessing never fails."
Lahiri Mahasaya left this world shortly after I had
entered it. His picture, in an ornate frame, always graced
our family altar in the various cities to which Father was
transferred by his office. Many a morning and evening
found Mother and me meditating before an improvised
shrine, offering flowers dipped in fragrant sandalwood
paste. With frankincense and myrrh as well as our united
* A. >ogic technique, taught by Lahiri Mahasaya whereby
the sensory tumult is stilled, permitting man to achieve an ever-
increasing identity with cosmic consciousness. (See chapter 26.)